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A WORD BY WAY OF 
EXPLANATION 


FROM time to time even the most beauti¬ 
ful of instruments need tuning—what to 
say of others. In January last I found 
my own poor instrument needed tuning. 
It was out of tune, unmelodious, unhar- 
monious. I could have gone on playing it 
in its disharmonious condition, but I should 
have constantly been making a noise; and 
there is already enough noise in the world. 
So I decided to tune the strings of my 
instrument anew, to tune them a little 
more in unison with Myself. To this end 
I went into Retreat, into a meditation, 
into what I like to call a brooding, and I 
remained in it for many months. I did 
this partly because I hate to be out of 
tune, and partly because there is a special 
melody I want to play these coming years, 
and an ill-tuned instrument would ruin it. 
Not that I claim my instrument now to 
be in perfect tune. My ear is not yet 



perfectly developed. But it plays better 
than it did, at least I hopeTtrdoes. I draw 
my bow across a string or two in this little 
series of booklets. How do the notes 
sound to your ears ? Do they ring true to 
you ? Or, if your own instrument has been 
recently tuned, is there, in your judgment, 
still need of a little adjustment ? Or per¬ 
haps you have another octave, another 
chord, another note, in the Universal Scale 
of Life ? I may not agree with you, but 
what does that matter ? 

I draw my bow across a string— 

No. 1. Krishnaji: Light-Bri tiger. 

I draw my bow again— 

No. 2. The Joy of Catastrophe. 

No. 3. Co Your Own Way. 

No. 4. Fanaticism—Wholesale and 
Retail. 

I shall draw my bow again if the above 
receive sufficient welcome. 

George S. arundale 
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THE JOY OF CATASTROPHE 


I AM going to try to set down on paper 
another set of results derived from brood¬ 
ing?—meditations—of a somewhat pro¬ 
longed nature in the course of a Retreat 
at Adyar during the last six months. How 
difficult it is to endeavour to confine an 
attitude within comparatively rigid forms 
God alone knows, for attitudes lose their 
adaptability—the very essence of them— 
the moment they are restrained. As the 
great Frenchman Renan has so wisely 
remarked, la verite se contient dans les 
nuances: Truth flees from definitions. 
And yet here am I endeavouring to tell 
the truth in terms. Let me, therefore, ask 
the reader to pay little attention to the 
words, which must ever have an unreal 
rigidity, and strive to catch the spirit 
within them, or should I not rather say 
*• without them ” ? I beg of the reader not 
to bind me in chains to the words I am 
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compelled to use. I had rather be Prome¬ 
theus unbound than Prometheus bound. I 
mean much more, or much less, than my 
words may mean to those who read them. 
It is highly improbable that exactly what 
I do mean will be conveyed to more than 
a very few, and these will be the sympa¬ 
thetic and naturally understanding. Let 
me now set down in forms, in comparative 
hardness, a related series of broodings 
which were as the advancing waves of a 
sea, bringing up the Tide of Truth upon 
the Beach of Illusion. 

First, a sense of the universality of 
change. Time changes. Circumstances 
change. We change. Truth changes. 
Most of all, it seemed to me. Truth changes. 
But, you may ask, is there not Truth 
Eternal, Truth Absolute ? Possibly. All, 
no doubt, is Absolute and Eternal, in the 
sense of the Unity of Past, Present and 
Future—the Eternal Now. But the essenti¬ 
al term of our present being is change, and 
I think we must apply the spirit of change 
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to all that lives in our universe, in the 
universes of each one of us. Thus, however 
relatively absolute and eternal—please do 
not cavil at what is by no means neces¬ 
sarily an absurd juxtaposition of adjectives 
and adverb—truths may be to us at any 
time, and for any time, the element of 
change is in them, and we must look to 
see them die. 

But we know very well that death does 
not mean annihilation. We know that 
that which has been so wonderful to us, so 
true for us, so final for us, can only die in 
the sense that it becomes transformed. It 
remains a rung of the ladder of our 
growth. It remains part of the ladder, 
and if we are stepping on a higher rung it 
is because of the lower rungs. Hence, 
from one point of view our truths are 
relatively absolute and eternal, for there 
is no sense of their terminating while 
they are in full bloom ; and from another 
point of view they are absolutely absolute 
and eternal, for they are everlasting even 
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though transmuted by death. The Abso¬ 
lute and Eternal of to-day may be seen to 
be relative when a to-morrow comes, yet 
when we gaze upon yesterdays, to-days 
and to-morrows, we perceive Truth with¬ 
out beginning and without end, and there¬ 
fore Absolute and Eternal. The Truth of 
yesterday dies into the Truth of to-day, 
and the Truth of to-day dies into the Truth 
of to-morrow, and so in seemingly endless 
change there is seemingly endless growth. 

I must add at this point that I perceive* 
however, the existence of sub-stans , of a 
foundation, of a motif , upon the basis of 
which the notes of all changes are rung. 
So I can understand a call to us to take 
our stand upon the Real, upon the Eternal* 
for, however endless change may be, 
through such change the Eternal, the Real* 
the suhstans , the motif, may be reached at 
any time. The Eternal lies about us, is 
within us, without us, is ourselves. To-day it 
may be out of perspective, but at any time 
it may suddenly come into perspective so 
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that we cannot but see it everywhere, and 
then change tends to go out of perspective, 
for after all it is but the shadow, the shad¬ 
ing. Suddenly, a change may open to us 
the Kingdom of the Eternal, into which 
we shall enter and go out no more. But 
until this happens, change after change 
must come upon us ere the critical change 
be reached. Let us not be ashamed, then, 
of being different to-day from what we 
were yesterday. Let us not be ashamed 
of hoping that we shall be substantially 
different to-morrow from what we are 
to-day. Let there always be a loop-hole 
of escape from to-day ; and in some ways 
the larger the loop-hole the better, assum¬ 
ing we have not reached the Eternal—and 
such an assumption is for most of us very 
safe and sound. It is, to say the least, 
ungracious to be ashamed of those 44 Abso¬ 
lute ” and “ Eternal ” Truths of days gone 
by, of which the reigning “ Absolute’* and 
“ Eternal ’’ Truth is the temporary apo¬ 
theosis. Yesterday I thought so and so. 
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To-day I think the reverse. The world 
may call me inconsistent, yet it may well 
be—the world notwithstanding—that the 
thought of to-day depends for its existence 
upon that thought of yesterday. It pro¬ 
bably does so depend. In any case, there 
is value in being a collector of experiences, 
in having, as it were, a pharmacopoeia of 
experiences. They are so useful to the 
spiritual physician who has a large general 
practice, for he will be able to say to al¬ 
most every patient: “ I can tell you how 
I cured myself, for I had the disease from 
which you yourself are suffering now. This 
is what cured me. Try it. Perchance it 
will cure you.” 

May I repeat, too, that as time, as change, 
goes on one becomes a little chary of re¬ 
garding the Truth of any day as absolutely 
Absolute, as eternally Eternal? Temporarily 
Absolute, yes; temporarily Eternal, yes. 
With as much Absoluteness, with as much 
Eternity, as can be crammed into a moment 
of Time, yes. But one becomes chary of 
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allowing any overflow. Sufficient unto 
the day is the Absoluteness and Eternity 
thereof. This attitudo does not in the 
least degree detract from the value of the 
Truth of a day, for if we are able to 
extract from it a tremendous satisfaction, 
a tremendous assurance, a tremendous 
peace, it is by very reason of its Absolute 
and Eternal nature—be the universe of 
this nature what it may, the universe of 
one or of many moments of Time. For 
myself, I hold Truth lightly, not irre¬ 
verently, please understand, but rather 
recognising that my vision—be it ever so 
clear—is necessarily limited. This is how 
I understand to-day. To-morrow? Well, 
to-morrow will take care of itself, though 
to-day will help to take care of to-morrow, 
as yesterdays have helped to take care of 
to-day. Anyhow, I am happy that I 
am different to-day from what I was 
yesterday. I should be afraid of remain¬ 
ing the same. I should wonder what is 
the matter with me. I most sincerely 
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trust that when to-morrow comes I shall 
be different from what I am to-day, that 
I shall wonder, if 1 remain the same, 
whether or not there is something the 
matter with me. Even if there be nothing 
the matter with me, still there surely will 
be, there must be, difference of some kind. 
I must be different to-morrow from what 
I am to-day. Hence let me hold to-day 
lightly, above all not clutchingly as if 
there were no hope of my being able to 
hold anything else, or anything more. In 
many ways the glory of life lies in its 
yesterdays, in the fact that one is able to 
look back on yesterdays. Were one 
unconscious of yesterdays one’s to-day 
would be dead, lifeless. Life is only 
recognisable in change. Shall I be 
misunderstood if I say: Above Truth, 
Change. Probably I shall be misunder¬ 
stood. Is the danger less if I say: 
Change is the Life’s blood of Truth. Do 
you perceive that I am endeavouring 
to convey my conviction that Truth is 
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never really true unless it is constantly 
changing, that it will become mere form 
if it tends to remain the same? That 
is, until we have reached the Eternal, 
until, having sought ourselves every¬ 
where we have found ourselves every¬ 
where. 

Truth must be as restless as Life, for 
Truth is Life, nothing more, nothing less. 
But the restlessness know's no lasting gaps, 
no real contradictions. It is, thank God— 
define “God” as you will, or better still 
do not define—a ceaseless onrush ; and the 
contradictions are only in the forms, the 
gaps exist only in our blindness. There 
is but one direction for Life, just as there 
is but one Life, just as Life is everywhere, 
nowhere absence of Life. “Gaps” and 
44 contradictions ” are servants of that 
great Master, Illusion, Himself Life, but 
One Who holds up before us, graciously 
embodies for us, those Shadows which 
Substance must inevitably cast, exhorting 
us to depart from the Dark Realm of 
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Flickering Shadows and to enter the 
Shining Kingdom of Everlasting Life. 

Thus brooding, thus learning to hold 
Truth lightly, delicately, ready to let 
Truth go at any time—I hope this phrase 
will be appraised at its true meaning, its 
implications appreciated—I went on my 
absorbing voyage of exploration. But 
perhaps I am asking too much when I 
ask for that phrase M ready to let Truth 
go at any time” all due appraisement 
and understanding. What do I mean by 
it ? I mean that part of the Truth as I may 
have it to-day consists in a sense of its 
incompleteness. It is not all. It is far 
from all. It may be tremendous. It may 
be absolutely overwhelming. It may be 
of magnificent inspiration. So much the 
better. Revel in it. Splash about in it 
to your hearts* content. Swim gloriously 
in it. But do not be droumed in it. There 
is yet more to know. The ocean is infin¬ 
itely larger than the little tiny tributary in 
which you so rightly (or wrongly) rejoice. 
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This little tiny tributary leads to larger 
tributaries, and so on and on until the 
great ocean itself is reached ; and even then 
are there not mightier oceans still ? If we 
can swim easily in a tiny stream of Truth 
we shall have no difficulty in swimming 
in an ocean of Truth. But if we sink in 
the stream we should be lost in the ocean. 
We must not be drowned, lost, anywhere. 
Shall we remain in the stream when we 
might swim out into a larger stream and 
so find our way to an ocean ? There is but 
one Truth, one Water, yet the stream is 
not the ocean. Shall we not be ready at 
any moment, at the first moment w r e can, 
to emerge from the stream, that w*e may 
gain the ocean, an ocean ? It annoys me to 
pursue the explanation further. Already 
there is danger of sinking in words. Can 
you feel out after that which I am striving 
to convey ? Can you apply the suggestion 
to yourselves ? Are there streams in which 
you revel, in which you swim joyously, 
yet in which—not being expert swimmers 
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—you are in no small danger of drowning? 
1 should dare to think that hardly a 
stream in which we are wont to bathe is 
without the danger of being regarded by 
us rather as a lake without outlet, or, if we 
are very foolish, as a limitless ocean, than 
as a channel leading to a stream still larger. 
Are there not many of us, perhaps, who are 
actually dead at the bottom of a stream ? 
Henry Ford it was who once said that 
many people living in the world are really 
dead so far as real life is concerned, 
and that their funerals are mere details. 
They are already dead to all intents and 
purposes. 

Now I do not want to die or to be dead. 
I want to live, to be ever more and more 
full of that Life which has in store for us 
all joys of immeasurable magnitude. A 
little joy is a dangerous thing if we do not 
make it a stepping stone to joys more 
splendid still. What does this desire 
fundamentally imply ? That I shall ever 
be on the look out for joy more lasting 
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than my present joys, for less shadow in 
my Truth. And this makes me thankful, 
more thankful than I can say, for any 
challenge to my Truth, for any attack 
on it, for any denial of it, on the 
part of others. Are these not safety 
devices which, if I use them rightly, will 
preserve me from the danger of drowning? 

I do not desire here to enumerate my 
beliefs, my opinions, my Truths. What¬ 
ever they are, let them be assailed with 
all possible fury, with all possible skill, 
with all possible enthusiasm, with all 
possible assurance, with the calmest—and 
if you so will—with the most contemptu¬ 
ous derision. Let my elders assail them. 
Let my friends assail them. Let all 
assail them. Let such an avalanche of 
assailment descend upon them that my 
friends put me aside, disregard me, pay no 
further attention to me, take no more 
interest in me, abandon me. Let me become 
utterly alone, hounded out of that which 
has hitherto been my world. Let my 
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message, supposing that I have any, fall 
on deaf ears. Let my truth have no 
further meaning in men’s ears. All this 
is as a storm beating about my citadel of 
Truth. Let it beat with crashing violence. 
Let it hurl itself against my citadel relent¬ 
lessly. Let it overwhelm what it can 
overwhelm. Let it tear down utterly 
what it can tear down. Let it raise to 
the ground what it can raise to the 
ground. Let it undermine the very 
foundations of my citadel. Whatever it 
can do, let it do. Whatever it can break, 
let it break. 

Criticism disturbs me, unsettles me, 
agitates me, takes away from me my 
sense of security, makes me restless ? “ I 
always thought . . . And now . . .! n 
There is something wrong with that which 
the criticism of another, whoever he be , 
can disturb. Thank God, then, say I, for 
the disturbance, the catastrophe; for out 
of catastrophe, out of cataclysm, out of 
disaster, is bom Joy Everlasting. It is a 
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very small soul that shrinks from disturb¬ 
ance, shrinks from being upset, is always 
running away from possible storms. It is 
a soul very unsure of itself that so 
shrinks and runs away. It is a doubting 
soul, a soul leaning in any direction but 
upon itself, which fears, avoids, hates, 
plain speaking. It is a nervous soul 
which takes not blows and buffetings 
gladly, from whomsoever these may 
come, however mightily they may crash 
upon him. 

Everything helps which you use to help. 
Everything may hinder, if you are on the 
lookout for hindrance. Everything may 
annoy, if you are as a sentinel ceaselessly 
watchful against any assault upon the 
castle of your pride and self-satisfaction. 
But if you know that there is nothing, in 
whatever spirit it may come to you. which 
cannot help you in one way or in another, 
then all things become delightful to you, 
for if they injure, if they unsettle, if they 
depress, you know that they are disclosing 
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to you weaknesses which otherwise you 
might not have noticed, but to which now 
you will be able to devote the necessary 
attention. All that comes to you from 
without, all that arises from within, helps 
to show you the way out of the shadow 
into the sunshine of Truth. You can 
never lose. You must always gain. It is 
for you to see how to gain. 

We must learn to be thankful for the 
crashing in ruins about us of that which 
we most cherish, for we desire to have 
some day an abode which cannot decay 
or fall about us. And even if our present 
dwelling places, or parts of them, do not 
crumble, it remains significant if they 
shake, or if we resent attack upon them. 
If they shake they are not secure. If we 
resent attack, they are no less imper¬ 
manent, for resentfulness—which so often 
reflects itself in illwill towards the 
“ enemy "—is of the world of Illusion, is of 
a shadow-world, and, though it must have 
its day, must in due course cease to be. 


16 



Uneasiness is reflected in annoyance, in 
resentment, in feeling hurt, in anger, and 
declares as plain as words can speak that 
the sentinel has some knowledge of a 
weak spot in the walls of the citadel 
and is busy about its protection. But 
is he not busy about it in the wrong 
way ? What cause have we to be annoyed 
if X or Y or Z, begin their names with 
small capitals or large as you will, assault 
one or other of the walls of our citadel ? In 
this respect, peace is so much more danger¬ 
ous than “ war **. That which cannot stand 
assault is better away. That which can 
stand assault will not only be strengthened 
by assault, but may be still further strength¬ 
ened in that weak spots will inevitably be 
laid bare. If an “ enemy ” of any kind 
can take my castle of Truth by storm, or 
injure my walls and battlements, so much 
the better. Let other Truth hold sway in 
place of the old if the old cannot with¬ 
stand the new. I will go further still. Let 
even falsehood—and after all what is 
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falsehood—reign for a time, if my truth 
be too poor to stand against it. Great is 
Truth and in the long run it must prevail. 
Maybe, in one form or another, it always 
prevails. We will not enter upon these 
metaphysical disquisitions. Non-Truth, a 
relative term, of course, cannot reign for 
ever, and the Truth which returns will be 
a chastened Truth, a strengthened Truth, a 
purified Truth, shorn of some at least of 
those shadows which aforetime may 
perchance have loomed larger than the 
substance. Truth which has been chased 
away from the heart, and which returns to 
evict the intruder , is Truth of some value 
indeed. A repentant sinner, I do not like 
the words at all but let them pass, is so 
much more virile, so much more truly 
saintly, than the saint who has never 
known anything but saintliness, who has 
hidden away whenever 44 sin" has been 
passing by. At all times the prodigal son, 
if he be nicely prodigal, is infinitely more 
loveable than the calculating son, who 
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can only be nicely calculating in the 
wrong way. 

Let us then rejoice when our Truth is 
challenged, and catastrophe overtakes us. 
It gives us just the chance we need to 
change it; and few will dare to say that 
they are in possession of Truth which 
needs no change ? To live in a world of 
catastrophe is to lay bare the ground for 
imperishable foundations, or to be ready to 
build just a framework of forms upon 
foundations which already exist, that this 
framework, open everywhere, may take 
the place of the stuffy buildings in which 
hitherto we have vegetated. To live in a 
world of challenge, of constructive chal¬ 
lenge where possible, but destructive 
challenge is perhaps better than no 
challenge at all, is to keep moving. To 
keep moving is to be warm, and to be warm 
is to be alive. To be cold is to be near 
death. For myself, I know there is not a 
single Truth in my own individual com¬ 
position which will not be infinitely the 
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better for change, change out of all 
recognition it may be, but always change 
for the better. My most Absolute and 
Eternal Truth will not suffice for more than 
a limited period of time. I may draw out 
to very considerable length the term of its 
duration, but sooner or later it must give 
way, it must change, it must die into a 
larger life. Why not quick changes, so 
that instead of to-morrow being more or less 
indistinguishable from to-day it becomes 
unrecognisable, so that to-day is a refresh¬ 
ing change from yesterday ? 

Whenever my Truth, such as it is, is 
challenged, I look to see in what directions 
I can purify my Truth in the light of the 
challenge. Challenge is ever illuminating 
to the wise, and I am trying to grow 
wise. Whenever my customary modes 
of thought, my natural expressions of 
myself, my general attitudes, my convic¬ 
tions, my ways of life, my usual princi¬ 
ples, are challenged, I regard the challenge 
as a searchlight, and use it accordingly. 
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And it is all the better searchlight for 
coming from without. But more than this. 
I am thankful to be able to be compara¬ 
tively ruthless with the change which the 
weaknesses which the challenge-glare 
discloses. I say “ comparatively ” ruth¬ 
less. because I am not yet quite sure 
how far I am prepared to go in ruthless¬ 
ness even when I clearly perceive the need. 
I want to be honest about this as about all 
else. But that I am on the road to ruth¬ 
lessness I unhesitatingly assert, and that I 
can in certain directions be ruthless I also 
know. At any rate I want to go as far as 
possible in ruthlessness, and as the hart 
panteth after the water-brooks so do I pant 
after challenge, for a kingdom awaits me 
of which I would as soon as may be 
be sovereign. Challenge means change. 
Change means growth. Growth means 
kingship. 

But not only do I like my Truth to be 
challenged. You may hardly believe it, 
but I like to be challenged as regards myself. 
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I do not in the least degree mind people 
criticising me, abusing me, deriding me, 
shrugging their shoulders about me. They 
will do it whether I mind it or not, I 
know that. But far from minding it, it is 
useful to me, whatever it may be to them. 
I would, on the whole, rather they did 
not do all these things to my face, not 
because of my pride, but because of the 
uncomfortableness such proceedings cause 
as between a couple of people. Let them 
do these things behind my back. They 
will feel so much freer, so much less 
constrained. All I ask is that some kind 
friend, and I am not sarcastic, will repeat 
the conversation to me accurately. Few 
people realise, because they get hurt too 
soon, the immense benefit personal criti¬ 
cism is to the individual concerned. It is 
bitter on the surface, but sweet within ; 
and it is just because it is bitter on the 
surface that superficial individuals lose all 
the benefit they might derive from the 
inner sweetness. The first taste revolts the 
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tongue of their pride, and they have not 
the courage to see whether perseverance 
may not bring substantial reward. 

I expect few people have been criticised 
as much as I have, at all events few 
people in the world in which I live. I 
am always hearing what is said about me. 
Well, what about it? Where there is 
justification, it is well that there should 
be criticism, that the individual should 
have the opportunity of taking advantage 
of it, though please note that I say nothing 
about the individual who criticises. Where 
there is no justification, it does not matter. 
Where there is justification there is 
opportunity to change. Where there is 
no justification a debt can be paid off, or a 
credit account can be opened with the Bank 
of Life. So either way it is all to the good. 
Often there is justification. Often there 
is not. And there are ever Those Who 
Know and in Whom Justice and Love are 
One. Shall They not suffice? Shall I not 
suffice to myself? 
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Which of us has not at one time or at 
another been subject to misunderstanding ? 
What else can be expected under the pre¬ 
vailing ignorance ? I know of no one who 
has not at one time or at another in 
some way misunderstood me, misjudged 
me. And I have doubtless returned the 
compliment. The same must be the 
experience of most, if not of all. Who 
can expect to be understood ? Why, I do 
not think we understand ourselves. And 
if I cannot even understand myself, how 
shall I begin to understand others ? 
Misunderstanding and misjudgment are 
so universal that we may as well profit 
from them, and deal with them lightly. 
Shall we not remember that for us, 
with the knowledge we ought to have, 
there can be no thought of injustice. 
Suppose I am misunderstood and am 
judged in the spirit of the mis¬ 
understanding. Suppose I am in conse¬ 
quence shunned or otherwise ostracised. 
Suppose that the result is that I cannot 
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do that which I am quite capable of doing, 
which I could do with great profit to a 
cause or movement: that is, suppose 
misjudgment intervenes between me and 
service I could render. It is all within 
righteousness. It is all just. And the karma 
of the misjudgment is the affair of those 
who misjudge. The opportunity of the mis¬ 
judgment is my chance. Shall I take it ? 
If I am big enough I shall. If I am not 
big enough I shall grumble and growl 
and do even less than I should have done 
had I not been misjudged, because I am 
wasting my time missing a chance when 
I might take one. The misjudgment 
snatches away an opportunity with one 
hand, but with the other hand it gives 
another. Let us not be so absorbed in 
bewailing the loss that our eyes are blind 
to the gain. 

All the above is an expansion of some of 
the contents of this series of broodings. Do 
you see what I am driving at ? I am driv¬ 
ing at displaying to you an individual who 
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take® no shelter under someone else’s 
umbrella, who disdains an umbrella for him¬ 
self, who leans on naught and on none, but 
stands foursquare to the winds, to the 
torrents, to the storms, to the earthquakes, 
to the fury of all elements, now' perhaps 
swaying, now bending, yet growing more 
and more upright, more and more joyous, 
more and more free, more and more one 
with the very forces which seem to disport 
themselves against him. Of the winds is 
he, of the torrents, of the storms, of the 
earthquakes, of the very fury of the ele¬ 
ments is he. And in their catastrophic, 
crashing, devastating grandeur he finds 
Himself and ail He truly is. 

If ever he comes near to Truth Absolute 
and Eternal it is then, for in the raging of 
the elements Truth is constrained to fling 
away binding fetters, concealing forms, 
and to stand forth free, free as the clouds, 
changing as the clouds, intangible as the 
clouds, yet ready to give rain, sleet, snow, 
hail, to thirsting worlds. Perhaps he is 
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able to do more than merely come near. 
Perhaps he may be able to take up his 
abode in this World of Lightnings, become 
a Lord of the Clouds, a Splendid Player 
among the Elements at Play, a Dispenser 
of Truth-forms to thirsting worlds. But he 
is free from, and therefore free of, the limi¬ 
tations of such forms. And is not his life 
all the more tremendous because of this 
very freedom ? Is not his life all the more 
wonderful, splendid, joyous beyond words ? 
Nothing is alien to him. Nothing binds 
him. Nothing is closed against him. 
Nothing imprisons him. Nothing, that is, 
in the worlds of which he has become 
king. And even in worlds as yet beyond 
his sovereignty he has the power to roam 
by very reason of his royal nature. He 
knows what it is to be a king. Hence 
may he become at will a subject in the 
worlds beyond, learning the science of 
kingship of them. 

What is there to disturb us in all 
this? I often hear an X say that Y 
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spoke very strongly and very plainly 
in regard to this and that. Thank 
God for strong, plain speaking. But 
we must not hurt people’s feelings? We 
must not hurt their convictions ? That we 
must not trifle with these I most heartily 
agree. But feelings and convictions have 
to die some time, sooner or later, if only to 
die into more beautiful, purer, more splen¬ 
did intensity. Can they die without feeling 
pain, without being hurt ? Must they not 
be hurt sooner or later? I think this 
is inevitable, unless we just grow out of 
them. To grow out of some of them may 
be our destiny, but it is a long process, 
often a waste of time. To be hurt out of 
them is quicker and better, if our hearts 
are strong enough to bear the pain, for 
pain there will inevitably be. And let us 
here remember that it is always we who 
are hurting ourselves. No one can hurt 
us if we ourselves do not endow him with 
hurting power, that is to say unless we do 
allow his power to hurt us. His power will 
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not hurt us if we do not allow it to hurt 
us. But inasmuch as pride is a very 
constant ingredient in all feelings and in 
all convictions, to be hurt is no less 
constant an ingredient, for they are 
comrades in arms, up in arms, too. 

Strong, plain speaking is what we 
all need. But if there is to be strong, 
plain speaking, we must be pre¬ 
pared to meet it with strong, plain 
living; and the more strong, plain 
living there already is the more effective 
will be the strong, plain speaking. Strong, 
plain speaking means the fearless dis¬ 
closure of sham, hypocrisy, unreality, of 
futile thinking, feeling, thinking, speaking, 
doing, of the outworn, of tortuousness in 
all its shapes and forms. Strong, plain 
speaking means bringing the pilgrim face 
to face with the Road he really seeks— 
saying to him: This is what you are 
looking for. But what does strong, plain 
living mean ? It means unloading a ballast 
of forms and the taking in of a cargo of 
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Life. It means simplification as opposed 
to complification. It means the short cut 
instead of the winding road. 

Until you know how to do it, strong, 
plain living is by no means easy; but 
when you know how to do it it is the only, 
and the easiest, thing to do. Forms are 
so heavy and Life is so light. It is only 
when one is rid of the oppression of 
forms that one can—to use another simile— 
stand upright, hold oneself erect, and walk 
light of step and rapidly up the mountain¬ 
side, be the ascent as steep as you will. 
But until then what a load we all of us 
carry—beliefs, opinions, convictions, philo¬ 
sophies, of the most complicated kind: 
forms and ceremonies of which we under¬ 
stand little or nothing, but which we use 
in the vague hope that they are labour- 
saving devices, short-cuts, get-spiritually- 
rich-quick investments: all manner of 
nostrums, superstitions, prejudices. Much 
of the load my well be left by the wayside 
without a moment’s delay ; each one of us 
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ought, in the light of much strong, plain 
speaking, to be able to sort out this parti¬ 
cular portion of our load and deal with it 
expeditiously. Indeed, most of the load 
which bows our backs should be thrown 
away, and the little that will be 
serviceable kept round our waists as 
tools, for forms are tools and nothing 
more. If a form is not a tool 
to us it is becoming dangerous. It is 
becoming our master. It is demanding 
that we should carry it indefinitely, and 
we may be sure that the longer we carry 
it the heavier it will grow, the more 
difficulty we shall have in getting rid of 
it. Forms, ceremonies, beliefs, opinions 
et hoc genua omne —all are excellent ser¬ 
vants, splendid tools, up to a certain 
point; but they are impossible masters, for 
they soon become task-masters and we 
their deluded slaves. A ceremony can 
never make a saint, though a saint, and 
even someone falling far short of saintli¬ 
ness, can do much good with a ceremony. 
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Mind, it is not to be said that all these 
things are wrong. I know full well that they 
have their value. I know that if they are 
treated as tools and are not allowed to 
become fetters, they may be of great use. 
One can build something for oneself with 
them. One can build something for others, 
even if one does not need for oneself the 
type of building they may be able to 
fashion. The test as to whether they are 
tools or fetters seems to me to be that of 
throwing them away and walking no less 
happily, contentedly (discontentedly, if 
you like), lightly, uprightly, rapidly, than 
before. Nothing is wrong which helps. 
Everything Is wrong which hinders. No¬ 
thing is wrong which stirs the Divinity 
within us into ever increasing Life and 
Power. Everything is wrong which sends 
Divinity to sleep, or lulls it into continued 
somnolence when it ought to be awake 
and alert, as it always should. All things 
are wrong which are out of time, out of 
place, out of season, out of the due order 
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of things, outworn. All things are wrong 
which are not used in proper subordination, 
which are used as ends rather than as 
means. There may be some things which 
are ends, but most things are means. We 
must be careful not to confuse the two. 

May I, by way of concluding this parti¬ 
cular phase of my prolonged brooding, 
draw attention to a thread running 
through the whole of it, a kind of back¬ 
ground ? Being myself a wanderer, having 
less than many any particular connection 
with anything, I am strongly averse from 
intruding my own particular personality 
into individuals, movements, events. I 
make so bold as to say that I have dis¬ 
covered at least one element in my own 
special Eternity—I hope this awkward 
phrase will not give rise to misunderstand¬ 
ing. It is the element of Detachment, a 
Detachment different from that of some 
others. Unlike many, I have no special 
work, no special mission. If I am asked 
whether I should like to be remembered 
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for any special service or work, my reply 
is that I am not particularly anxious to be 
remembered at all, and that I have no 
special service or work, no life’s work, no 
specific function in the world, no office to 
hold, no Ray on which to travel. I am 
just a happy-go-lucky individual ready to 
try to do anything that may be wanted 
from me at the moment. I am a wanderer— 
here to-day and gone to-morrow. I have 
no special message to deliver, no specific 
mark to make. I am a jack of all trades, 
a stop-gap. I want no office, no place, no 
power. I do not hope to become this or 
that. I have just to fit into the job that 
for the time being needs a jack of all 
trades, needs a temporary “ hand ”. 

For these reasons, it will be seen, I 
shrink from impressing myself upon any¬ 
thing, and still more l shrink from being 
in the way. It would be a great shock to 
me if anyone walks in my shadow and 
cries out that it is dark. If he walks in 
his own shadow it is his own business. 


34 



But if he walks in mine I shall be troubled. 
This does not by any means imply 
that I want at all times to be vaguely 
negative. On the contrary, I desire 
to be strongly positive. But, ever 
dwelling in my Detachment, I desire 
to co-operate in the most harmonious 
manner with those who are in charge of 
things down here. I know full well that 
from time to time I break out into 
a positiveness of my own, and I think 
there will be no harm in such amusement 
—it is little more—provided people treat 
my own positiveness more lightly than 
they would treat the positivenesses of 
some others. I do not pretend for a 
moment to know that which some others 
know with regard to their own respective 
duties. X has his business, and knows it 
far better, obviously, than I. Y has bis. Z 
has his. I advise my friends to attend to 
the man at the wheel if they are pas¬ 
sengers in his ship. In all these ships, if 
I am a 44 hand ” at all, I am but one of 
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the “ hands ”—be the ship the Order of 
the Star, the Theosophical Society, the 
Liberal Catholic Church, Co-Masonry, or 
any other activity whatever in this world 
of ours. At any moment I may be paid 
off, and the movement will not in the 
least degree be sensible of the loss. I do 
not say that I have not a ship of my own, 
in regard to which I am the man at the 
wheel. But I do not think it carries any, 
or but a very few, passengers—it is a cargo 
boat. And as for being a “ hand " on one 
or more of the other vessels, nobody need 
bother about me or pay any particular 
attention to what I am doing. There is no 
harm in looking at me,—a look or two may 
mean an idea or two but I repeat: Keep 
your eye on the man at the wheel. 

Use me by letting me definitely help 
you. Do not abuse me by letting me 
definitely hinder you. Where I help, so 
much the better. Where I hinder, w’here 
I stand in the way, or seem to stand in 
the way, go your own and not mine. 
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